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Bavarian bands blare out cheerful melodies, accom-
panied by much singing, shouting, and lilting in unison
to the music. There is no dancing; a turn or two on the
giant-racers, or riding two or three times on a bicycle
round the open hippodrome, seems to give all the
necessary encouragement for more beer-drinking. Clos-
ing-time for serving beer is ten p.m., for the side shows
about an hour later, and then begins the return home.
This programme is carried out every day for a fort-
night, and do not think that you need always stay in
your own party. Anybody whom you happen to like
the look of, or who happens to like the look of you
(the latter, in my case, a rarer occasion), will meet you
on friendly terms without formal introduction. You can
be together lost in the crowd in three seconds.
Yet this festival is a mere picnic compared with the
Carnival, in full swing here at the moment. During this
time romance lurks in every corner of Munich; after it
is over all the lovely girls mysteriously disappear back
among their homes and their families, and are seen no
more for a year. It is certainly something to have seen
once in a lifetime. For real enjoyment of its more robust
and exalted moments, when you may express a Dionysiac
desire to dance like Maenads, a knowledge of the German
language is most essential.
There are five or six balls each night in the big theatres,
hotels, and beer-houses, and they vary from rather expen-
sive, stiff, tail-coated functions, on the lines of one of
our duller charity balls, to cheaper ones of a degree of
hilarity which would be quite unknown in the West End.
There seems to be only one rule—not to go to bed before
it is daylight. Visitors come from all over Europe to
spend a few days in Munich during Fasching, as it is

